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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction written in honor of the men whose appearances, names, and characteristics | have 
borrowed. | have no rights to anything other than the product of my imagination and | write out of the 


greatest respect and admiration for these men. There is absolutely no basis in fact to any of my fiction 


Chapter One 
The Beginning: Bruce's POV 


Another gig in Middlesbrough, nothing special or unique about it. Good crowd and free drinks, what more could 
anyone ask for, right? The first half of the set went off without a hitch in spite of the fact that the venue 
was rather small and they insisted we use their sound equipment. Paul agreed to it without asking us but it 
really didn't matter, the sound quality was as good as our own gear. We didn't even bring our own gear, there 
seemed no point in hauling it all the way up here if we weren't going to have to use it. Well, we came to wish 
we had. We just started the second half of our set and Paul was halfway through the long intro to Walking Out 


on You when everything went dead. | mean, completely dead. The club's antiquated soundboard fried and there 


wasn't a damned thing we could do about it. The club couldn't blame us, it was their shitty equipment, and 
even though they tried to get away with not paying us because we didn't finish the show they knew they 
didn't have a leg to stand on. Only thing was, now we were stuck in Middlesbrough for the night with nothing to 
do. 


The club had a halfway decent backstage area, surprisingly, and we gathered back there once the club 
manager paid us. Chris and Barry just wanted to get drunk but Paul was curious about a band that was playing 
at a venue halfway across town. 


"They're technically our competition, Bruce, and I've been hearing a lot about them. I'd like to scope them out, 


see what all the fuss is about. Wanna come with me?" 


| shrugged. I'd had my eye on a bird in the club and had been thinking about looking her up in the crowd but 
chances are she would be taken or gone by now; it had taken almost an hour to get our stuff loaded in the 


van and for Paul to convince the manager to pay us. 


"Yeah, sure. Why not?" 


The other guys would be there until closing unless they got lucky, so we took the van. Turns out it wasn't a 


club but rather a hall, almost like it was a mini concert. 


"They must be fairly popular to be able to book a hall," | remarked as Paul navigated the unfamiliar town, 


looking for the place. "What are they called, anyway?" 
"White Spirit" 


| looked across at him. "Why didn't you say so? I've heard of them, they're supposed to be good. They have a 
guitarist who's supposedly the next Ritchie Blackmore." 


"| don't know about that," Paul took a corner, peering at the street sign, "but for the past couple of months it 
seems like every time | try to book a gig the manager says either they've already played there or are 
scheduled to. Obviously we play to the same type of crowd." 


"NWOBHM?" | chuckled. The acronym was an inside joke to us, we found it ridiculous. 


"Yeah." Paul laughed, pulling into a spot at the end of a long row of parked vehicles. "We'll have to walk the rest 
of the way. | wonder if all these people are at the gig?" 


As soon as we walked into the hall it was obvious that was the case, the modest sized building was jam- 
packed with bodies and the band was already playing, though we couldn't even see the stage from where we 
stood. We could hear them, though, and | had to admit Paul was justified in being concerned about competing 
against them for gigs. They were good. They were better than good and | could already hear the guitarist that 


was getting such a reputation 


"C'mon!" Paul shouted near my ear, snagging onto my sleeve and dragging me with him as he elbowed through 
the crowd for a better look. It took us the rest of that song and part of the next to work our way up near 
the stage and | was too concerned with not spilling my beer to look up at first. Then | did look up and nearly 
spilled my beer anyway. 


| barely glanced at the singer and my eyes drifted completely across the bassist to zero in on the guitarist. He 
was in the middle of a smoking solo but that wasn't what caught my attention, it was the man himself. He 
couldn't stay still, not for one second. He pranced and whirled, contorting his body and dropping to one knee only 
to rise again two seconds later and whirl around some more. His face was obscured by a mass of honey 
colored hair falling in thick waves as he swung his head wildly but | got a clear view of the rest of him. He 
was slender and taller than me and he had the longest legs I'd ever seen. It was when he whirled, though, that 
my mouth literally dropped open. | appreciate a good ass whether it's on a man or a woman, and this man's ass 


was magnificent! 


Paul nudged me then, nodding toward the singer and | belatedly realized | was expected to be sizing up my 
competition, yet my eyes kept straying back to the guitarist. It wasn't difficult; he moved around so much on 
the small stage that no matter where | looked, there he was. We stayed standing in that spot for the rest of 
the set, being jostled by the crowd but maintaining our vantage point, then just before their final number the 
singer introduced the band. The singer's name, coincidentally, was also Bruce and there was a Mally, a Phil, and 
a Graeme but | keyed in on the rather unusual name of the guitarist. Janick. Janick Gers. Each man waved at 
they were introduced and | got my first clear look at Janick's face as he swept his hair back. Damn, he was 
good looking! He smiled to the crowd just before joining his bandmates in running backstage and | stared after 
him even after he disappeared. 


Paul was prodding my arm and | became aware he had been talking to me. "Bruce? Bruce! Come on, | want to 


meet these guys." 
Hell yeah, | wanted to meet them too. One, in particular! 


The press of people had diminished a bit and we wove our way to the door labeled ‘Staff Only’, breezing 
through as though we belonged there. It was cramped and narrow back there but we followed the voices to a 
small open room where the members of White Spirit were gathering their instruments and packing them away. 
The drummer, a frail looking young man with hair so fair it looked nearly white, looked up as we approached. | 
let Phil do the talking for once, contrary to my usual habit of plowing right in. | was focused on the guitarist, 
Janick. He glanced up when we entered then continued winding up his lead cord. | wandered over to where he 


was kneeling, feeling oddly tongue-tied for the first time in | don't know how many years. 
"Hi" | finally managed to say. 


He looked up with a smile. He was even better looking close up, he had clear gray eyes and surprisingly strong, 


even features. "Hi." 


"You guys are good, very good" then | belatedly realized he had no idea who | was so | introduced myself, 
explaining we were with Samson. He had heard of us, it turned out, and within minutes we were deep in 
conversation about music, bands we both admired, and the current music scene. We both had similar opinions 


and were still talking when Paul came over to ask if | was ready to leave. 
"Ill come along in a while." | told him, turning back to Janick. "Wanna go grab a beer someplace?" 


"Sure" he shrugged. We went out the back door so he could stash his guitar case in the band's van, then 
walked to a pub down the block, still talking animatedly. This guy wasn't just a pretty face, he was sharp. Soft 
spoken but obviously intelligent and very knowledgeable about music. We stayed until closing, then went back to 
the club where Samson was supposed to have been appearing and had yet a few more drinks there. Before we 
parted ways we exchanged phone numbers and said we would each try to catch the other's show whenever 
possible. That sort of thing is said a thousand times a day by a thousand people all over the world, and most 
of them don't mean it. | meant it. | wanted very much to see Janick again. | wanted to get to know him, | 
wanted to spend time with him. | couldn't explain it and | didn't bother analyzing it at the time, | just knew | had 
to get to know this man better. 


Because we were playing the same circuit it wasn't easy to catch a White Spirit show. Their band was often 
playing many miles away on the same nights we had a gig. It was several weeks before | saw Janick again and 
then it was only because the club where we were scheduled to play canceled at the last minute over some 
legal matter; | forget what it was. We were almost an hour's drive away from where White Spirit was playing 
that night and Paul tried to talk me into going out and getting drunk with him and maybe picking up a couple of 
birds. | begged off but didn't tell him why and set off, visions of Janick's perfect arse echoing in my mind. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
A fictional story written out of the deepest respect and admiration for the men whose appearances and 
characteristics I've borrowed. | make no claims to anything other than my own imagination and there is 


absolutely no truth to anything I've written 


Chapter Two 
Janick's POV 


This was one of our favorite venues, an old palais not far from my hometown, and it promised to be a good 
gig. The band had a small but loyal following by this time and the place was already crowded by the time we 
were set up. The stage was small and dimly lit so | made a mental note to be careful not to whack one of the 


other guys with my guitar; | tended to go a bit wild when | really got into my playing. 


Our first set was a rousing success and we took a fifteen-minute break, and that's when | saw him at the 
edge of the stage - Bruce, the singer from Samson. It had been a couple of months and | saw that he'd shaved 
off that god-awful porn star mustache, but it was unmistakably him and he was looking straight as me when 
we left the stage. | would almost say he was staring at me; his gaze was so intense. | wasn't a bit surprised 


when he immediately came over to where we were gathered at the bar. 


Our singer, another bloke named Bruce, saw him first and greeted him and though he politely replied his eyes 


were still on me and he came to stand by me a minute later. 
‘Great set, Janick. Can | buy you a pint?" 
| shook my head, "I'm only having one now, we have two more sets To play.” 


"All right, then, I'll catch you for one after." he grinned. He had an interesting face, | found myself thinking. 
Bright eyes the color of milk chocolate and full lips, though his teeth were a bit crooked. "I'm surprised to see 


you here, | heard Samson was playing someplace south of here tonight.” 


He explained briefly that the gig had been canceled and we fell into a conversation as naturally as we had the 
night I'd first met him. | was almost sorry when our break was over and we had to return to the stage. 
Though | usually get so lost in the music | forget I'm even on a stage, | was very conscious of Bruce watching 


me that night. Not watching the band, but watching me. It was a little disconcerting but | didn't really mind. 


He found me in the back room after we were finished for the night and he wordlessly started helping us stow 


away the gear before hustling me off for a beer. Since we were near my hometown I'd driven to the gig 


myself so after having a beer or two themselves they left, leaving me with Bruce. That was all right with me; 
| rather liked him. He wasn't as tall as me but he was muscular with chestnut colored hair brushing his 
shoulders. | found his eyes mesmerizing, it was difficult to look away from them, they were a rich brown and 
sharp, missing nothing. They certainly didn't miss anything about me; | caught him staring several times 
throughout the evening. He wasn't obvious about it but when | chanced to look away | would turn back to find 
him looking either at my ass or at my crotch. | didn't get a gay vibe from him though; he was almost overtly 
masculine, and | got the distinct impression he had no trouble getting girls. In fact, a couple of times that night 
girls came over to say they recognized him from Samson and made no secret that they would be more than 
willing for a night of fun, but while he was polite he didn't lead them on. Interesting. This Bruce was a curious 
fellow, and we were fast becoming friends. We clicked in a way I'd never really experienced before. He told me 
that Samson had a Thursday night gig and | memorized the name of the club. | knew that | wanted to see him 


perform. 


The gig was some distance from where | lived but | made it just before Samson began their set. And holy shit, 
Bruce's voice blew me away! He had the most powerful voice of any of the singers on our circuit and before 
the performance was over | knew somehow that he was going places in this business. He had the drive, the 
determination, and the talent as well as a unique way of interacting with the audience. | stood right at the edge 
of the stage and yelled along with everyone else in the club and somehow he either heard me or just sensed | 
was there. He looked straight at me and broke into a wide crooked grin, cocking his finger at me like a gun. 
When Samson's last set was over | lingered near the backroom that served as a dressing room and he found 
me, as | knew he would. It was another night of beer after beer as we talked, our conversation as in sync as 
though we'd known one another all our lives. 


It became a regular thing over the next several months. Whenever we could I'd attend a Samson gig or Bruce 
would come to one of ours. Gradually we started hanging out together other times too. Our schedules made it 
difficult but | came to look forward to seeing him. He was a fascinating man, and very complex. He liked to 
present himself as a mouthy, boisterous hell-raiser but when | got to know him | started to see a different 
side to him, it was as though he began to trust me enough to let down his guard. 


Several months later we were in the town where he was living at the time. He'd rented a bedsit there to be 
centrally located to most of Samson's regular gigs and I'd driven down to catch some new band we believed 
might be competition to both White Spirit and Samson. It turned out they were shit, the hype about them had 
been blown out of proportion, so we stopped focusing on the band and spent the rest of the night pub-hopping. 
| didn't realize how drunk | was until we left the pub and | tripped over nothing on the sidewalk. Bruce caught 
my arm with a laugh. 


"You'd better not be thinking of driving home tonight. You can't even walk, let alone drive!" 


| righted myself and slowed my steps but he kept his hand on my elbow and in my state | didn't think anything 


of it. "I can drive, give me an hour to clear my head and I'l be fine." 


"No way," he was shaking his head, "I'm not letting you. You're staying with me." 


"You don't have room!" | protested even as he propelled me down the sidewalk in the direction of his building. 
"How much room can a skinny thing like you need! Come on, it's only a fifteen-minute walk" 


| was feeling too mellow to argue and | knew better than to argue with Bruce anyway; he was the most 
stubborn man l'd ever met and | knew | would never win. By the time we got to the old building and climbed 
the stairs to his room | was thinking a little more clearly. | hadn't stayed over at Bruce's before so | didn't 
know what to expect and | had to admit the room, though tiny, was tidier than | expected. The only furniture 
was a bed, a small table, and a sideboard which held a hot plate and coffee maker. Tucked into a corner was a 


small refrigerator. | looked around, my hands on my hips. 
"Wait a minute, Bruce. You don't have a sofa, where am | supposed to sleep?" 
"Umm," he looked a little nonplussed, "in bed with me, | suppose." 


| was a little taken aback. The bed was full size, but we were two grown men. Bruce must have noticed my 
hesitation. "| suppose | can toss a blanket on the floor and let you have the bed." 


"Don't be ridiculous, Bruce, it's not a problem." | still felt a little odd about it but | didn't let on; he was being 
generous in offering to share the bed, after all. Besides, | was still feeling the effects of the beer and was glad 
of a comfortable place to lay my head. | kicked off my shoes and flopped down on the bed, watching as Bruce 
rummaged in a closet and dug out athletic pants and a worn tee to sleep in While he was in the bathroom | 
quickly crawled under the covers still dressed and feigned sleep. | heard him return to the room, move about a 
bit, then | felt the mattress next to me dip as he lay down. He switched off the bedside lamp and | dared open 
my eyes. | saw Bruce in the faint light that was filtering through the rooms one window, he was lying on his 
back with his arms beneath his head staring at the ceiling, | saw the glitter of his eyes so | knew he was still 


awake. 
"Bruce?" | said hesitantly. 
"Yeah?" He'd obviously known | was only pretending to be asleep. 


"I heard a rumor the other day." It had been on my mind all night but | hadn't decided whether to bring it up. 
After all, it was only idle gossip and probably didn't mean anything. "I heard that Iron Maiden is looking to 
replace their singer." 

"Yeah, | heard that too." Iron Maiden was our most serious competition, they played the same genre of music 
we did and they were exceptionally good. So good they'd already released two albums and headlined their own 
tour on the continent "What about it?" Bruce asked, turning to face me. 


| turned on my side as well, we were scarcely a foot apart. "It might be bullshit, of course, but | heard they're 


considering you for Di'Anno's replacement." 


Bruce was silent for so long | wondered if he'd fallen asleep. "Yeah," he finally said, his voice quiet. "Steve Harris 


already called me about auditioning.’ 
"What?!" | sat upright, "And you didn't tell me?" 


"Calm down, Jan," Bruce chuckled, reaching out to pull me back down, "He only called yesterday, | haven't 
decided yet whether l'm even going to audition" 


"You're mad if you don't!" | exclaimed. "Iron Maiden has a world tour lined up for the next six months solid and 


there's talk of releasing another album soon" 


"I know, | know," Bruce sighed and lay on his back, his arms folded behind his head. "But it would be a huge 
change in my life if they took me on" 


"A change for the better, | would think!" 


He turned back to face me and by this time my eyes had adjusted to the faint streetlight that was the rooms 


only illumination, so | could see his troubled expression. 
"Yeah, maybe. You know how badly | want to succeed as a singer. But..." He trailed off with a sigh. 
"But what? | dont see why you're not jumping on this, Bruce!" 


"Jan, | would have to be on the road a lot with a band as big as Maiden A lot more than | am now, and.” his 


voice lowered to almost a whisper, "I'm not sure | want to be away from you so much.” 
| was stunned by that answer, | hadn't been expecting him to say anything like that but it suddenly hit me 
that he was right. Maiden were almost constantly on the road and when they weren't they were in the studio. 


| could see the glitter of Bruce's eyes watching me and | realized | didn't want him to be away so much either. 


"We would still be mates, Bruce" | finally said softly. "We'll always be mates. And you don't want to pass up 
this opportunity, you'll always regret it if you do.” 


"| suppose you're right. I'll call Harris back and set up the audition Maybe it's time | stop passing up 


opportunities." 

"Have you ever passed up an opportunity you regretted before?" | was curious. 

He faced the ceiling again and was quiet for so long | was afraid he wasn't going to answer. 
"Not yet, but maybe after tonight | will have." 


| was puzzled. "What are you talking about?" 


"I have an opportunity right now and if | don't take it | know I'll always wish | did." 
What did he mean? | turned toward him to ask him when he spoke again. 


"And damn it, I'm not going to pass it up!" And suddenly he was kissing me! Not a friendly, brotherly peck on 
the cheek but a full-on kiss on the mouth, lingering softly even as he ended and drew away. 


| was speechless and to my consternation | felt my heart hammering in my chest. What the fuck was that all 
about? After getting to know him better I'd learned that Bruce was as attracted to men as he was to women, 
but it had never crossed my mind that he could be attracted to me. Suddenly a lot of things made sense. The 
extra touches, the bright smiles, the looks when he didn't think | was watching. My best mate was attracted 


to me! 


All of this flashed through my mind in a second as | stared at Bruce, wishing | could see his face better in the 
faint light. 


"Why did you do that?" | finally managed to ask, and | heard my voice tremble. 


I've wanted to do that since the first night | met you, but tonight was the first real opportunity | had" he 


paused. "Are you angry?" 


"No..." | didn't hesitate in answering because that was the truth. | was a little confused about what | was 
feeling, but | knew it wasn't anger. "but, umm, I'm not quite sure what to do about it" 
"| don't expect you to do anything about it. At least, not unless you want to. You mean a lot to me Jan, l'm not 


going to jeopardize our friendship just because l'm hot for you!" 


| couldn't think of a thing to say to that and he didn't speak again either. After a few minutes | heard his deep, 
even breathing and knew he was asleep. As for me, | lay there for what must have been over an hour before 


sheer exhaustion took me and | fell asleep too. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
Total fiction, written out of respect and admiration for the men whose characteristics I've borrowed for my 
story. | gain nothing from this except the joy of writing and | claim no rights to anything other than my 


imagination. 


Chapter Three 


Bruce's POV 


| slammed the phone down and threw myself across the bed in frustration | was stuck in some shithole motel 
in bumfuck Switzerland and | couldn't get ahold of Jan He was supposed to be back in the UK. yesterday but | 
rang and rang and he never picked up. They had been all over Japan, Australia, Malaysia and the Philippines but 
| had a copy of the tour schedule tucked in my suitcase that said they were supposed to be home. It had been 
hard to keep in touch with him ever since he joined Gillan's band. | was happy for him, don't get me wrong, but 
lan Gillan is a slave driver, their concert schedule was even more intense than mine with Maiden and I'd heard 


whispers that Gillan wasn't paying the band regularly. 


It had been two weeks since I'd managed to track Jan down by calling half the hotels in Sydney. He'd given me a 
rough idea of where the band would be staying before they left but | knew firsthand how hotel reservations 
could get cocked up and it had been hit and miss. Mostly miss. I'd long since lost track of what time or even 
what day it was where Jan was at the moment and | woke him up, but he didn't seem to mind. As for me | 
could picture him on the other end of the phone, lying in bed in some hotel with the drapes drawn against the 
hot Australian sun, his hair tousled and his sky-blue eyes blurred with sleep. | dared not try to imagine what 
he was wearing or if he was wearing anything at all. My private fantasies about Jan had stayed private for a 


couple of years now so | didn't want to ask what he was wearing, it would sound weird. 


He sounded tired and | mentally cursed Gillan for driving him so hard. | knew, of course, that Jan drove himself 
hard anyway but even his seemingly endless energy had its limits. | told myself that this was why | wanted to 
get ahold of him now; just to check on him. In reality | just wanted to hear his voice. He had a way of calming 
me and God knows | needed calming. Being in Maiden was fantastic but it was also far, far more complicated 
than | could ever have imagined. | was trying to keep up with my fencing as well which meant | was running to 
fencing bouts and competitions every time we had a few days break in schedule. | was getting used to it but | 
needed Janick to keep me grounded and we were hardly ever in the same country at the same time these 
days. | finally gave up trying to reach Jan on the phone and went to bed, not feeling like seeking out one of the 
girls who seemed to be everywhere now that we were such a well-known band. That's not to say | never 


indulged, I'd have to be a eunuch not to, but this night | went to sleep by myself, hoping against hope | would 


dream of Janick. | sometimes did and sometimes those dreams were so realistic I'd wake up as hard as a rock. 
| wanted Jan so bad I'd begun to choose only the slender blonde groupies so | could pretend they were him. It 
never worked, but it was the best | could do. 


It was three more weeks before | got ahold of Jan By some miracle we were both back in England for 
Christmas and one night he came around to my house without warning. | was all alone in the huge house | had 
recently bought, practicing some lunges and parries; | was worried | was getting out of shape and | had some 
rather important matches coming up, when the doorbell rang. When | answered it and saw Jan on my doorstep 
| reached out and hugged him without saying a word, pulling him inside. We stayed up until dawn drinking beer 
and catching up. He was worried, he said. Gillan's throat was getting worse, he had nodes on his vocal chords 


and the only way he was coping was to drink more and more whisky. 


"Is he treating you right, Jan? You know what | mean - are you being paid on time?" I'd been hearing more and 
more about the business side of Gillan's enterprise and | didn't like what | heard. 


We were sitting on the sofa in the lounge and Jan looked away. "We..we get paid enough to get by on, Bruce." 


Typical of Janick, he would never speak ill of anyone. Sometimes it could be exasperating "Damn it, Jan, as good 


a guitarist as you are you should be making more money!" 


"Money isn't everything, Bruce. I'm getting to see the world and I'm having a blast! lan knows we aren't getting 
paid enough, but that's not his fault, he doesn't control that. lan is okay, he bought me a new Strat just last 
month." He looked down as he said that, toying with the label on his beer bottle, then he quickly changed the 
subject and started telling me about a temple he'd visited in the far east. At the time | didn't think any more 
of it. 


We got together every day for the following two weeks except when Jan left town to spend Christmas with his 
family up north, but all too soon it was another year of running around the world singing, drinking, and shagging 
the occasional groupie. We released some new music then were back touring Europe again. Just as we were 
wrapping up that tour Jan managed to track me down and phoned me in Italy. | knew from the moment | 
answered the phone that something was wrong. | didn't so much hear it in his voice as | felt it. | insisted he 


tell me what was going on. 
He sighed, "Gillan is breaking up, Bruce. In a couple of weeks I'll be out of a job." 


| was angry at lan Gillan for not appreciating him the way | felt he should be appreciated, and angry that a 
talent like Jan's should be tossed aside that way. | cursed and ranted while Jan was resigned and optimistic. 
We're so different in so many ways, Jan and me. In the end, though, his calm voice pacified me and we talked 
for hours. | was exhausted the next morning when | dragged myself to the bus and Dave was teasing me, 


saying | must have found a particularly special bird last night to keep me up late. 


"Yeah," | smiled, "it was someone very special indeed." 


By the end of that year | found myself lying awake some nights in strange hotel rooms, worrying. | should 
have been thinking about the show we'd just done or the show we'd be doing the next night, but | always found 
myself thinking about Janick. | worried that Jan and | were drifting apart. | was almost never home and now he 
was grounded back in England, dividing his time between London and his hometown of Hartlepool. | called him 
when | could and occasionally he was able to get ahold of me wherever | chanced to be, but months went by 
when we couldn't get together and by the time the next year rolled around our phone calls were getting 
further and further apart. One would think that as busy as | was with touring, recording and fencing | wouldn't 
have time to think, but | would find my thoughts straying at odd times when | should have been focused on 
something else, and | always thought of Jan. When we did talk he told me about a few projects he was involved 
in. He was excited about a project with Paul, Clive, and a couple of other musicians who were forming a group 
called Gogmagog, but a few months after they released a short EP it was obvious that it was going nowhere. 
After that offers dried up for him, and though he stayed upbeat | knew him well enough to know he was 


discouraged. 


When we at last managed to meet up for drinks early the next year it had been at least six months since I'd 
seen him. We arranged to meet at a pub not far from my house and the second | walked in my eyes went 
straight to Jan. He was sitting at the bar and he didn't see me yet so | took the opportunity to look at him. 
God, he was more gorgeous than ever! The wave in his hair was relaxed and he wore a fringe now, his hair 
much longer and reaching below his shoulder blades in back. | let my eyes drift across him the way someone 
would look at a luxury automobile or a classic piece of art, taking in every detail and refreshing my memory of 
those impossibly long legs, that squared chin, the way he wore leather bracelets on one wrist and the way he 
rolled up the sleeves of his denim jacket: 


Goddamn it, | loved him! | was madly in love with him, | had been from the very first. I'd been conscious of it 
in the back of my mind for a long time but | knew there wasn't a damn thing | could do about it. Jan was 
straight, he had never given any indication that he had the slightest interest in men. Putting those feelings 
aside, | approached him and we easily slipped back into the easy close relationship we had always had. We were 
best mates, and if that was all | could have with him it would have to be enough. 


That night he told me he was enrolling in university. "I have to face the facts, Bruce," he told me. "I may never 


get another paying gig as a musician, | have to find a dependable way to earn a living.” 


| felt sadness and frustration mixed with anger at how unfair it was. The music charts were full of musicians 


not half as gifted as Jan, yet he was unable to make a living from it. "You can't give up," | almost begged him. 


| won't give up playing, | could never do that even if | wanted to, and I'm still looking. But | can't count on it, 
you know that," he said, draining his beer. | watched as his tongue poked out to lick the foam from his upper 
lip, almost forgetting to respond to his words. We stayed late and for a few hours it was like old times. | didn't 


realize then that it would be over a year until | saw him again, and when | did | would be married. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
| have the deepest respect for the men whose characteristics, names, and appearances | have borrowed here 
and my stories are written to honor these men. My stories are pure fiction and | make no claim to anything 


other than my own imagination. | receive no material gains from my fanfiction 


Chapter Four 


Janick's POV 


Bruce called my parents' house trying to get ahold of me. He left a number where he could be reached, so 


when | got back to my flat near the University | phoned him. 


"Jan!" He sounded excited. He had many reasons for being excited, | knew. Iron Maiden was now one of the top 


metal bands in the world, they were filling stadiums and headlining festivals right and left. 
"Hey, mate, I'm sorry | haven't called" | started to apologize "I've been studying...” 


"I know you have," he cut me off, "don't worry about that. | just wanted to let you know that..well, | got 


married." 


| felt exactly like someone had kicked me in the chest; like | couldn't catch my breath. He didn't seem to notice. 
He went on to tell me about this woman, how he'd met her and how they decided on impulse to get married. "It 
all happened fast" he said, "and it was a quickie ceremony. I'd have wanted you to be there if there had been 


time, but she was in a hurry. | guess she didn't want me to change my mind" he sort of laughed. 


| realized | hadn't said anything since he told me the news "Congratulations, Bruce. You know | wish you the 
best" | managed to say, but | still felt like something cold was curled up in my chest. | couldn't seem to 
process this information, | couldn't accept that Bruce was married. I'd always known that he could have 


practically any woman he wanted but the thought of his settling down hadn't crossed my mind. 


"Yeah, well..: his voice changed then he sounded almost uncertain, "I know they always say, ‘marry in haste, 


repent in leisure’ so we'll just have to see how it goes." 
"You love her though, right?" | don't know why | asked that question, it popped into my mind out of nowhere. 


"Oh yeah, | guess." He still sounded hesitant and | immediately pushed aside the irksome feelings | was having. | 
didn't understand them anyway and | knew that | didn't want to analyze them "When was the wedding?" 


"Wednesday." 


It was only Sunday so | hastened to reassure him "It'll be okay, Bruce. You just have to get used to the idea, 
it's still all new to you. Hey, I'm coming down to London as soon as the term is over next month, will you be 
home?" | had an urge to see him, | wanted to see firsthand that he was happy. There was a note in his voice 


that left me vaguely uneasy. 
"Yeah, miraculously | will. We're taking some time in the schedule for working on some new material." 


We made plans to hook up then, and our conversation turned to other things. It was uncanny how when we 
talked together it was effortless and natural, something | hadn't experienced with anyone else except my 
family. After we hung up, though, and | tried to get back to my studies, | found | couldn't focus. | wasn't sure 
whether | felt sad, nostalgic, or something else | couldn't define, but the news of Bruce's marriage shook me up 
in a way it shouldn't have. It was only natural to get married, after all. | had a girlfriend myself, though to tell 
the truth the thought of marriage never entered my mind; it was more of a friends-with-benefits situation 
than anything else. In Bruce's case, though, | suspected a large part of the decision was based on his need to 
have a family of his own. He had always blown off the circumstances of his childhood as no big deal but 


knowing him as | did | knew it had left emotional scars. 


When we met up the following month | had some rather exciting news of my own I'd run into Derek Dick 
several times playing football, though everyone called him by his stage name Fish. He approached me about the 
possibility of collaborating with him on an album and | jumped at the chance. Over the past couple of years the 
only offers I'd had as a musician were from people like Dee Snyder of Twisted Sister. Dee was a good vocalist 
and | got on well enough with him but their onstage presence always struck me as rather clownish. That 
wasn't for me, | knew. But | felt | could do something with Fish and | was excited by the prospect. 


Bruce was elated for me, he knew how badly | wanted to get active with my music again | never told him in so 
many words, but he knew. Bruce surprised me by wanting to not just go to a pub as we usually did, but to go 
to dinner beforehand. It was a lot like a date, actually, though | was very conscious that it wasn't. He didn’t talk 
much about his marriage and | didn't bring it up. Instead we talked for hours about music, about what he'd 
been doing with Maiden and the places they had performed, about the seeming demise of the metal scene and 
music in general. The music popular in the eighties wasn't deserving to be called music in my opinion, and Bruce 
agreed wholeheartedly. He even made some casual mention that he wouldn't mind doing a solo album of his own 
one day. | sensed he was often at odds with Steve Harris. Musically they worked with a professionalism rare in 
the industry, but their personalities clashed. | knew them all by now, of course, from attending their shows 
whenever | could, and | got on well with them all but there was a world of difference between casually hanging 


out with them and working closely with them constantly. 


My working with Fish went well, though the producer had his own ideas when it came to actually recording the 
material and he refused to make the music a little harder the way l'd have liked. It was successful, though, 
and | loved it. It re-fueled my determination to somehow revive my musical career. Over the next couple of 


years | obtained my degree from University, | continued to play and write, | played as much football and drank 


as much beer as | could, and | tried not to think about Bruce. | wasn't very successful at that last thing, 
though. Maiden was truly on top of the world now and | couldn't pick up a metal magazine without seeing his 


picture. 


Oh yeah, he still called. Now and then, when he could, but as time passed | couldn't remember exactly how long 
it had been since we'd gotten together. | stayed in London quite often, I'd leased a place there with the money 
I'd earned from the Fish sessions, and | was sitting around one evening noodling around on the Strat lan Gillan 
had given me when | heard a knock on my door. It was after midnight and none of my London friends even 
knew | was in town, so | hesitated a little before going go the door. Then | heard the last voice | ever expected 


to hear call my name through the door. 
"Jan? | know you're home, mate. C'mon, let me in" 


| opened the door before he even finished speaking. Bruce stood there in the hall, sweat-drenched hair drying 
against his forehead, still in his stage clothes. | remembered hearing that Maiden was playing in town, part of 
some kind of metal concert series, and I'd considered attempting to get in touch with him but my stubborn 
side kicked in and | resolved to let him get in touch with me instead. Well, obviously he had, but | only gave 
that a passing thought as | opened the door wide and let him in. 


Something was obviously wrong; he looked terrible. Without thinking, | wrapped him in a hug then led him into 
the lounge, quickly grabbing a beer from the kitchen When | brought it to him | found him sitting with his 


elbows on his knees, his head down. He grasped the beer like a lifeline. 


| sat next to him, "Bruce, what is it? What's wrong?" This was not the time for small talk like telling him how 
happy | was to see him. Even after drifting apart the way he had | still knew him better than I'd ever known 
anyone, and it was obvious he was very upset. | didn't think he was going to reply so | put my hand on his 
shoulder, and he seemed to snap out of whatever dark place his mind had been. He looked up at me. 


"I knew it was a mistake, | knew it all along." he said quietly, and even his voice was distressed. | tightened my 
grip on his shoulder, instinctively needing him to know | was there for him. 


"It was a mistake, and now it's over." 
"What, Bruce?" | prodded him gently. "What's happened?" 


He drew a deep breath ran his hand across his face and through his tangled long hair and took a long swig of 
his beer. "I caught my wife fucking around tonight! | suspected she'd done it before but this time | know for 
sure; she admitted it to me! While | was at the after party she was back at the hotel fucking Nikki Sixx!" 


| gasped, "Oh, Bruce! I'm sorry!" Then | couldn't help it, | wrinkled my nose. "Nikki Sixx?! What the hell is wrong 
with her?!" | couldn't wrap my head around why any woman would want a drunken junkie when they were 
married to Bruce! 


Bruce cracked a small smile at that, "She's a fucking tart, that's what's wrong with her. ' 


"What are you going to do?" It was a touchy question 


This time he did smile "I'm divorcing her, that's what l'm going to do! First thing in the morning l'm having the 


papers drawn up. | never should have married her, Jan" 
"You couldn't have known it would turn out like this." | tried to console him. 


He sighed, taking another drink. "I suppose not, but | should have known better anyway. | knew she isn't who | 
really want." 


That was a rather curious thing to say but | didn't comment on it. Bruce was starting to unwind a little now 
and | knew that as soon as he got over his shock he would hide behind that wall again, the wall he'd been 
shielding his true feelings behind since he was a kid. | also knew that doing that wasn't healthy for him so | 
tried to distract him. 


"Let's not think about it now, okay? You've already decided what to do, so nothing will be gained by dwelling on 


it. You'll just drive yourself crazy. l'm glad you came to me, though. How did you even know where | live?" 


He sat back against the back of the couch. He looked exhausted. "I called your folks house. | thought you would 
be there and l.l just wanted to talk to someone. To talk to you." He turned to look at me, his gaze strangely 
intimate. "Of all the people | know, you're the one | wanted to talk to." 


| felt a warmth flood through me. Bruce and | had only spoken on the phone half a dozen times in the past 


year but we were still best mates. | knew at that moment we would always be best mates. 


Bruce got drunk at my place that night, as drunk as I'd ever seen him, and | didn't try to stop him. He needed 
it. + was dawn before he unsteadily tried to stand up and mumbled something about calling a taxi. 


| wasn't letting him go anyplace in his condition We had talked for hours, talking the way we always had, our 
words and thoughts ebbing and flowing together until | believed he was beyond the initial shock of his wife's 
infidelity and ready to deal with the next steps toward a divorce head on, the way Bruce approached 
everything. 


"Bollocks!" | told him, "You're staying right here!" 


He was too out of it to argue so | rummaged around until | found a pair of loose jogging pants that would fit 
him as pajamas and helped him out of his black spandex stage pants and the mesh vest he'd been wearing 
when he arrived on my doorstep. Bruce wore nothing under his stage clothes, as was obvious to anyone who's 
ever seen him perform, and by this time he was too uncoordinated to undress himself so | found myself 


peeling off the skin-tight material off him as he lolled back on the couch. 


It wasn't easy, he'd been sweating and the dampness made the material stick to him like shrink-wrap. | inched 


the pants down his hips but when | was ready to pull them down further | hesitated, feeling a little flustered. | 
mentally shook myself. This was ridiculous, I'd seen dozens of naked men, shared backstage shower rooms with 
my bandmates and other bands we'd shared the bill with, so why was | reluctant to take Bruce's pants off? 
Telling myself | was just half drunk and tired, | steeled myself and continued but found myself averting my 
eyes. When | finally had them all the way off | pulled the jogging pants on him then | raised my eyes and | was 
startled to see he'd been watching me; | thought he had passed out. 


He looked at me for a moment, a strange look in his eyes. "must be dreaming." he mumbled and closed his 


eyes. 


When Bruce started snoring lightly a few minutes later | knew | should slip into my bedroom and go to bed, but 
instead | sat in the chair opposite from the couch and watched Bruce sleep. | should have felt creepy about it 
but | didn't, | was only thinking of Bruce. He didn't deserve this; he didn't deserve a cheating wife. He'd had his 
share of rejection before this and it wrung my heart to know he was experiencing more. Beneath his cocky 
exterior he's a sensitive man, though he would never admit it. He thought of me as the sensitive, vulnerable 
one but at times like this | felt a strong urge to shield him, to take him away somewhere where no one could 


hurt him again. Before going to bed | leaned over his sleeping form and placed a soft kiss to his forehead. 


Bruce awakened midafternoon and was as hung over as hell but he insisted he had to file the initial divorce 
paperwork, so | drove him downtown. Maiden had performances booked and they couldn't take time off because 
their vocalist was trying to cope with the end of his marriage, but for the next two days | kept Bruce at my 
house, talking to him and doing my best to keep him from thinking about Jane. It was easier than | initially 
thought it would be; in fact at times it seemed almost like he was relieved, in a way. We didn't talk about what 
had happened and | was relieved that he seemed to be rebounding so well. 


The last night he stayed with me before accompanying Maiden to their next show we stayed up late, the TV 
was on but we weren't paying any attention to it, talking together the way we always did, and when it got late | 
made ready to go into me room so he could get some sleep on the couch, but he unexpectedly reached out 


and grabbed my wrist. 
"Don't go to bed yet, Jan" 


| sat back down next to him on the couch but reminded him he had to get up early, the band was flying to 


Amsterdam the next morning. 
"| don't care, I'll take a nap on the plane. Sit with me, Janick. Please?" 


He trailed off at the end of that sentence and | knew how hard it was for him to show any vulnerability, but | 
also knew somehow that he didn't want to be alone, that he wanted to ground himself before jumping back into 
the madhouse that was life with Maiden So | sat back down next to him and let him talk. He rambled on about 
music, his pilot training, how he didn't have as much time for fencing as he would have liked, about anything 
that came to mind. After a couple of hours | could see he was feeling more at ease and | urged him to lay 


down, telling him I'd stay and talk with him as long as he wanted but only if he promised to try to get some 


sleep. He grumbled but did as | asked and within ten minutes he drifted off to sleep. | knew he would, he was 
exhausted both physically and emotionally. And just as | had the first night | sat gazing at him, thinking how he 
looked like a lost little boy when he was asleep, and like the first night when | finally went to bed | kissed his 


forehead. | almost thought | saw his eyes open just a slit, but | couldn't be sure. 
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Chapter Five 


Bruce's POV 


| was more relieved than | knew | should be when my divorce was final. 'd been telling myself that being 
married hadn't changed me but now | could see that it had And the change | regretted the most was that I'd 
let myself grow apart from Janick. | wasn't going to let that happen again and from that point on | made it a 
point to spend as much time with him as | could. | had a hectic schedule and | made it even more hectic by 
taking flying lessons, writing a couple of satirical books, and even trying to write a screenplay but amidst it all | 
made time for Janick and whenever | was home, even if for just a day or two, | called him and we got 
together. I'd missed him more than I'd realized, spending time with him again made me feel like a human being 


and not just a rock star. 


There were some things | didn't tell Jan, though, like the tensions that were building within Maiden. | wanted to 
do something on my own, something apart from the band, and I'd been meeting with Rod trying to arrange a 
solo album based around a song I'd written as a soundtrack for a horror movie. The others weren't too happy 
about it and there was some resentment, though no one except Steve said anything to my face. People see 
Steve as calm, cool, even reserved, but he has a temper to match my own and we clashed more and more 
often. | would come home from tours on edge and snappish and | would call Janick We would meet up at a pub 
or he would come by my house and within an hour | was carefree again with no looming deadlines, no pressure 
to finishing writing something or to study complex aeronautical mathematics. With Janick | was just Paul Bruce 


Dickinson, ordinary bloke from Worksop, hanging out with his best mate. 


Another reason | didn't like to talk about work to Jan was that | felt that the music business was being unfair 
to him and it angered me. He was as good a guitarist as I'd ever known and a hell of a lot better than many, 
yet his career was stalled out and he couldn't seem to get a break. At one point he even mentioned selling his 
equipment, and | got upset with him. | told him that if he ever sold it, he had better sell it to me because then 


it would be available for him to use any time he liked. 


Of course, he still didn't know | was in love with him. Throughout my failed marriage, through all the bullshit 
attached to being who | am, | was as in love with Janick as ever, maybe more so. Then Rod called me and told 
me he'd made the arrangements and that if | could put some material together | could do an album and a tour 
to promote it. Naturally, Jan was the first person | thought of. | rang him up that very night and asked him to 


come around. 


He was at my house within an hour and when | opened the door he looked as glad to see me as | was to see 
him. Even when | was away for only a week or two | was always struck all over again when | saw him by how 
drop-dead gorgeous he is. His hair was very long and wavy by this time and his face seemed to be more 
striking with every passing day. | won't even talk about his body, that long slender sexy body and that perfect 
ass encased in tight skinny jeans. Sometimes | got hard just watching him walk across a room but | couldn't 


help it. He has always been the most attractive person I've ever laid eyes upon and he always will be. 


Jan was as at home in my house now as | was and he helped himself to a beer before coming in to sit on the 
sofa with me. | know | was sitting there with a shit-eating grin on my face and he looked at me and laughed. 


"Don't you look like the cat who ate the canary, now! You're practically bursting so spill it, what's going on?" 


"Rod approved the solo album," | announced, and before he could react to that | added, "and | want you to help 


me with it." 
"Help you? How?" | didn't miss the spark of interest in his eyes. 


| spread my hands, "By doing what you do best! Write the music. | have lyrics, | have suitcases full of lyrics, 
but they need your magic touch." 


He lit up with an excited smile and | could see he was on board before he said a word. We started that very 
night. We'd casually messed around playing music before but this was the first time we'd ever seriously 
collaborated and the way we worked together felt like we had the exact same vision for what was needed. | 
say we worked but it certainly didn't feel like work, it felt like we were two mates jamming and | was 
astonished when | looked up and saw it was after three in the morning. | had my big home all to myself so | 
told him he may as well sleep on the couch so we could get right back to work in the morning. He did and we 


spent the entire next day going over ideas we each had, discarding a lot of them but keeping some to work on 


further. 


| had some food delivered when | realized it was getting late and we worked well into the night again. At about 
one-thirty in the morning Jan told me he really had to get back to his place. | was disappointed but | 
understood, he hadn't brought anything with him because he hadn't expected to stay. 


"All right, but maybe you should just bring some of your things over tomorrow and stay here while we work 
on this." Even as | said that | felt a little buzz of anticipation at having Janick staying in my house, under my 
roof, sleeping in the room next to mine. We'd slept in the same room before, of course, and even in the same 


bed on that one occasion, but that had been almost ten years ago. At that time | hadn't taken time to think 


about what | felt for Jan. | knew | enjoyed his company and | knew | wanted him more than I've ever wanted 
anyone, but | was young and brash and never gave any thought to anything beyond the present. Now, ten 


years later, | knew better and | knew what | felt for Jan was more than friendship and even more than lust. 


Jan thought my suggestion was a practical one and agreed readily. | knew he would; he got so immersed in the 
music when he was working on a song he was hated to stop and go home. He drove home that night but late 
the next morning he came back with a duffel of his clothes, a toiletries bag, and two more of his guitars. His 
favorite was a plain unpainted wooden one with a circular Union Jack sticker on it but that one had only single 
pickups and he wanted to explore the whole range of possibilities when searching for the right sound. Jan is a 
brilliant songwriter, he knows the sound he is looking for and he works until he finds it. Our working together 
felt like a party at times, we would laugh and joke around, but when it came to the music we were completely 
serious and we had already made progress after only three days. | can play guitar and keyboards but | only 
contributed suggestions, | let Jan use his own methods until we were both happy with the results. 


| didn't feel pressured to work into the night that night because | knew Jan would be there to jump right back 
into it in the morning so | called for a break and we threw together something to eat out of the odds and ends 
| had in my refrigerator. Settling back down after the meal with a couple of beers we decided we'd done 
enough for the day and spent the evening talking. Jan is one of the most insightful, intelligent people I've ever 
known and our conversations ran the gamut from politics to sport to philosophy. Around midnight, however, | 
realized | hadn't even shown Jan the guest room yet. He'd never had occasion to go upstairs in my house and 


had simply stashed his stuff in a corner of the lounge. 

"C'mon," | stood, gesturing him to follow, and led him up the stairs. My house wasn't especially large, though | 
felt it was too large for just one man, and there was only one room other than mine made up, the other 
bedrooms had bare mattresses and no furniture to speak of. Jan seemed surprised when | opened the guest 
room door and switched on the lamp. The room had been professionally decorated, a whim of my ex-wife's, and 
it was almost elegant in appearance with a full ensuite bathroom and queen size bed. 

"Pretty posh, Bruce" Jan grinned at me, laying his bags down 

"Well, you'll just have to live with it," | laughed, switching on the bathroom light so he could see the huge glass 
shower and jetted tub. 

"That shower looks inviting," he remarked, "I think I'll make use of that before bed" 

"Ill leave you to it, then. Goodnight, I'll see you in the morning.” 

"Goodnight, Bruce," Jan smiled, and as always his smile made my insides feel a little quivery. 

| went to my own room then and readied for bed, lying back on the bed and switching on the telly in hopes it 


would lull me to sleep. My mind can be a chaotic place at times, ideas chasing each other around like a 


whirlwind, and when it was like that | found it hard to unwind and fall asleep. | was excited about the album and 


found myself running through some of the lyrics I'd written in my mind as | lay there. There was a verse of 
Gypsy Road | wasn't particularly happy with and as | lay there | got a sudden inspiration | could faintly hear 
the shower in the room next door turn off; Janick was still up and | wanted to run it by him, thinking that if 
this lyric worked maybe | could stop dwelling on it and get some sleep. 


Don't ask me why | didn't knock on Jan's door. Maybe because | wasn't used to having guests, maybe because | 


was focused on the song, but | simply went over and opened the door 


drying his hair with a towel. He hadn't dressed after his shower, which alone would have been enough to take 


my breath away, but | couldn't focus on what he wasn't wearing, | was staring at what he was wearing. 


Jan stood there wearing nothing but a lacy pink G-string. A tiny, skimpy, almost transparent and decidedly 
feminine G-string. He turned toward me when | entered and he stared at me, just as gobsmacked as | was. He 
made an aborted movement to wrap the towel around his waist but he knew it was too late and let his arms 
fall to his sides. | tore my eyes away from that long, lean body and met his eyes. He looked absolutely 
mortified and the only thing that mattered to me then was to put him at ease. | crossed the room quickly. 


"Bruce, |..." he began, but | was moving on instinct now and | reached out and laid my fingertips on his lips. The 


anxiety in his eyes tore at my heart and without thinking | spoke. 
"| don't care what you like to wear, Janick. | love you no matter what" 


He still looked tense and | wanted him to know exactly what | meant, | couldn't bear to see him look so 


humiliated. | stepped closer. 


‘| mean it" | reached out and touched my fingertips to his face, "I've been in love with you for a long time. 


Nothing you do will change that." 


The fearful look was replaced by a look of confusion, "You don't mean." he began, but | stopped him. | stopped 
him by leaning in to kiss him. 


"| do mean it. | should have said it years ago." 
His voice was so soft it was almost a whisper when he replied, "Why didn't you?" 


| didn't have a ready answer for that. | shook my head, "| guess | thought it would scare you away; that you 


wouldn't want to be around me anymore. | couldn't risk that, | couldn't live without you in my life." 


He was silent for a long time but | didn't back away and | didn't break my gaze. | imagined | saw the thoughts 
whirling behind those gray eyes and part of me was cringing because | was afraid that was just what would 


happen, he would back away from me and distance himself. 


"Do you remember that night a long time ago in Middlesbrough when | stayed at your place and you..you 
kissed me?" he finally said, his voice still soft. 


Of course | remembered it, | relived it in my mind almost every day but | didn't say that. | just nodded. 


"I fell in love with you that night, Bruce. | thought | was crazy, | thought it was just the beer talking, but it 
didn't go away, it only got stronger. | can't live without you in my life either." 


| felt like a huge weight was lifted from me, | felt almost lightheaded with relief and euphoria and | couldn't 
stop myself. | kissed him again, no light touch this time but a kiss that grew and deepened as | felt him return 
it. Our tongues sought each other and intertwined and | wrapped my arms fully around him then, pulling him 
close. A wave of passion swept over me like nothing | had ever experienced before and in my mind | saw him 
as he was when | first walked in, his lean, pale body naked except for the tiny bit of lace. | heard myself moan 
against his lips. 


"But Bruce," he backed away just far enough to speak, "about the... about what l'm wearing...” 


‘If that's what you like, | want you to wear it every day of your lifel What you are wearing is the sexiest, 


hottest thing I've ever seen and it makes me want to make love to you so bad | can't stand it!" | said firmly. 
He smiled then, a small but intimate smile "You do? So what's stopping you?" 


That was too much, | couldn't hold myself in check any longer. | crushed him to me again and he met my 
kisses with a fervor I've only witnessed in him onstage, with a feverish, driving sensuality. Only now he wasn't 
fucking his guitar, he was pressing himself against me. | was only wearing the jersey shorts | slept in so there 
was nothing between us but two thin layers of fabric and | could feel how hard he was. He unconsciously 
ground his hips against me and | lowered my hands from his back to his bare arse, ignoring the thin band of 


lace to clutch at him and rub myself against him. 


| had many fantasies about Jan over the years but he was exceeding everything | ever imagined, he writhed 
against me and kissed me with a passion that almost surprised me. I'd seen Jan flirt with girls many times but 
there had always been a kind of shyness behind it. There was no trace of shyness now, he was almost brazen 
in how he slid his hand down my chest and past my stomach, stopping just short of where | desperately 
needed his touch. 


His back was to the bed and | moved us steadily in that direction until the back of his legs hit the mattress 
and he fell back, still holding me so that he dragged me down with him. His hand slipped beneath the sleeveless 
tee | was wearing so | tore it off, tossing it across the room. We were skin on skin now from the waist up and 
below the waist | could feel his heat through the thin fabric. Then he slipped his hand lower and cupped my 


hard on. 


Oh God, | thought for a moment | was going to come right then and there. | wanted to feel him too so | 


reached down and almost hesitantly covered the straining lace of his G string with my palm. The fabric was so 


delicate and translucent that it was like there was nothing there at all, yet with the added sensation of the 
texture of the lace. | could even feel the moisture that told me he was as excited as | was. | almost held my 
breath as his hand started slipping beneath the waist of my shorts and when his long cool fingers grasped me 


| made a sound | didn't even recognize as coming from my own lips. 


| was out of my head now and kissing his jaw, his neck, his shoulders, his chest - anywhere | could reach as 
my hand began to stroke and massage him through the scanty garment. The taste and scent of him was 
intoxicating and | felt driven to have more. | worked my way down his taut stomach to the very edge of the 
skimpy underwear. It hid nothing and | found it to be the most erotic thing | could have ever imagined. Unable 
to stop myself | mouthed him through the fabric, tasting him and feeling his stomach quiver in response 
against my hand. He made a strangled gasping sound and | could tell he was trying to hold still as | continued 
my ministrations. | could almost suck him right through the fabric and he was threatening to escape the tiny 


patch of lace, his hips moving in jerky aborted spasms as | hummed and moaned against him. 


It took me a moment to realize he was mumbling my name and tugging lightly at my hair, | was so into what | 
was doing. | looked up at he was looking down at me, his lips parted to show the slight gap in his front teeth, 
his face flushed and his damp hair mussed. 


"Bruce.. Brucie, come up here, let me touch you." 


| didn't want to stop what | was doing but | rose up and he caught me in an almost violent kiss, his teeth 
nipping at my lips and his tongue invading my mouth incessantly. He began to kiss my face, my neck, my 
shoulders, and with his lips right at my ear he spoke, his voice shaky with excitement. 


"Fuck me Bruce, | need you to fuck me.." his tongue trailed around my ear then dipped inside and | tried to 
comprehend what he'd said; | was almost convinced I'd imagined it. Then he repeated it while moving his hips 


against me, "Please, Bruce, I've wanted you for so long!" 


| couldn't have stopped myself if | wanted to, and | didn't want to. With a groan | grasped his shoulders almost 
roughly, feeling his long lean legs wrap around my thighs and his hardness pressed hard against my own. My 
shorts were off now and his hand was wrapped around me, his hips still moving rhythmically, still wearing the 
G-string. | didn't want him to remove it, the knowledge that he was wearing it was turning me on beyond 
anything | could have imagined, so | merely shifted the thong aside and within moments | was buried in his 
heat, sinking deep into him and hearing his hissing moan in my ear as he moved against me, urging me even 
deeper. A remote part of my mind was incredulous. | never suspected that Jan would be into men but this was 
apparently not his first time doing something like this. | couldn't take time to think about that now, | was so 
ravenous for him | couldn't contain myself and he was in the same state. The lace of the G-string was rough 


against my stomach and | slid my hand down between us, grasping him through it. 


It didn't take long and to my surprise Jan came first. His hips snapped against me sharply and | felt a deep 
shudder run through him, then the lace against my hand was soaked with his hot, thick completion. | felt 
myself spiraling out of control and when my orgasm hit me | thought | would black out, it was the most 
intense thing | had ever experienced. 


| fell across him, then gathered the energy to roll off, cradling his exhausted form in my arms. | kissed him 


softly, feeling the aftershocks still coursing through him. 


"God, | love you, Jan" | sighed, nestling my face in his damp hair. "I love you so damn much!" 


Six 


Author's Notes: 
completely fictional account of the development of Bruce and Janick's relationship. This chapter is set during 
the work on Tattooed Millionaire. Needless to say, | write my stories with the utmost respect and appreciation 


for the men I've based my characters on and | make no claims of any kind nor do | receive any compensation 


of any kind 


Chapter Six 
Janick's POV 


My head was spinning, | couldn't comprehend what had just happened. Bruce was in love with me! When he 
burst in my room and saw me like that | wanted to sink right through the floor. Bruce means so much to me, 
more than anyone outside my own family, and | was certain he was going to laugh and make fun of me. The 
last thing | expected was for him to walk over, tell me he loves me, and kiss me. Ever since that night ten 


years ago | wanted Bruce to kiss me again, and now we've done much more than merely kiss! 


| was still trying to catch my breath; my heart was hammering in my throat and | was running my hand 
through the soft straight hair on Bruce's chest. | had always wondered what it would feel like and | couldn't 
seem to stop touching it, and touching him. He was pressing soft, light kisses to my head and untangling my 
hair with his fingers. After a few minutes | raised my eyes to find him looking at me. The expression in his 
deep amber eyes was something | had never seen there before. It was more than the look in his eyes, though, 
it was some kind of feeling between us, some kind of bond that told me this was really happening, he really did 
feel the same about me as | did about him. 


Something was nagging at the back of my mind though. 

"Bruce?" 

"Hmm?" he raised my face with his fingertips and kissed me softly. 

For a moment | forgot what | was going to say. "Don't you want to know why l'im wearing what l'm wearing?" 
He shook his head, his smile gentle, "Only if you want to tell me. Like | said, it doesn't matter, and ...," he closed 
his eyes and made a low growling sound, "God! | always knew you were sexy but seeing you dressed like that." 


he broke off, seeming at a loss for words. 


| smiled, the little knot of apprehension I'd been feeling melting away, "| almost always wear something like that 
under my jeans, and always to bed every night" 


His gaze deepened, "If I'd known that | wouldn't have been able to wait this long to make love to you!" 


We lay quietly, my head against his chest. | could hear his heartbeat slowly returning to normal and | was 
very conscious that he was still completely nude. After a few more minutes | started talking, it was almost like 


thinking aloud. 


"| didn't wear women's lingerie when we first met," | mused quietly. | knew from the pressure of his arm 
around my shoulders that he was listening. "It wasn't until | started touring with Gillan We would always go out 
after the show and get shitfaced, but one night in Tokyo John, Colin, and Mick went to a party some of the 
road crew were throwing. | wanted to go too but lan said no, he had a better idea. He told me he wanted to 
take me somewhere but he refused to tell me where. | thought it would be a geisha house or something like 
that" | laughed a little. "And | still thought that was where we were when we got there! Then | noticed that 
the room was filled with boys! Young men all dressed up like women with makeup and feathers and lace. | knew 


places like that existed but | never imagined I'd be visiting one!" 


| looked up at Bruce and saw that he was watching me, his fingers still stroking through my hair. | tightened 
my arm across his chest and continued. "Some of the boys were as beautiful as supermodels! lan picked one 
and took him into the back. | was feeling uncomfortable, | stood up to leave but then three of the boys came 
over to me.." | fell silent, thinking back to that long ago night. I'd been half drunk but not so drunk | didn't know 
what | was doing, and | certainly hadn't been too drunk to enjoy it. Touring with Gillan had introduced me to the 
normal rock and roll debauchery, with groupies coming backstage and people making out in hallways and even 
right in front of everyone, but I'd never been much interested in all of that. But this, this was something new. 
Those boys knew what they were doing and by the time lan emerged from the private chambers a few hours 


later I'd been thoroughly initiated. 


"After that night we went to places like that a few more times." | dragged my mind back to the present and 
continued my narrative to Bruce. "lan seemed happy that | shared his... interests. But after we left that part 
of the world there were no more places like that; at least none that we knew about. | never said anything to 


lan, but | missed it, Bruce!" 


| felt Bruce place another kiss to the top of my head but he didn't speak. | went on quietly "After a while | 
started to wonder about it, about those boys and why they dressed that way. There was something about the 
clothes, about the lingerie and how it enhanced the whole experience. So | bought a pair of women's knickers. 
God," | chuckled, "I was so fucking nervous, | thought everyone at the store would know why | was buying 


them!" 


"What happened then?" Bruce finally asked, his voice low and husky. My leg was loosely draped across him and | 


could feel him stir with excitement again. 


"I tried them on out of curiosity, and | liked it! It wasn't just a sexual turn on, though | did have to wank off 
every time | wore them at first. It was more than that though, it was ..| don't know, it was freeing!" 


"Do you have more like these?” Bruce's fingers slipped under the elastic of the G-string | still wore and 
snapped it gently. 


"Yeah, quite a few more. Thongs and knickers and..and suspenders and stockings. A couple of corsets... 
Bruce moaned under his breath and pulled me to face him, looking intently into my eyes. 


"Will you wear them for me, Jan? | want to see you like that again; I've never seen anything so sexy in my 


life!" 


| had to ask something. | didn't want to but | had to, "Is that the only reason we did this, Bruce? Because | was 


wearing women's underthings?" 
"No!" He was firm. "No, I've wanted you since the first time | met you. | always wondered what would have 


never want to hang out with me again. | couldn't risk that" he trailed off but then he lifted my chin with his 
fingers to make me look straight into his eyes. "Janick, | love you! Everything about you," he smiled, "not just 


your underwear!" 


| couldn't look away from him, "I love you, too. If you had done something more than kiss me that night back 
then | don't know what | would have done, but | know | would never have stopped wanting to be around you. 


And I'll wear anything you want me to, anytime you want me to!" 
"Do you have any more of those things with you?" he asked. 


| had to giggle, and | hopped up out of bed. In my duffle | had a smaller zippered bag, and | took it over and 
dumped it on the bed. A sizeable pile of feminine lingerie tumbled out, all sorts of things in various colors and 


designs. 


Bruce's eyes nearly popped out of his head. He sat up and ran his hand through the pile of silk and lace. | sat 
cross-legged across from him as he sorted through them, watching as he visibly grew more and more excited, 


After a moment he picked up a pair of black silk high cut panties. 
"Will you put these on for me, Jan?" He sounded almost as if he was afraid | would refuse. 


No chance of that! Those were a particular favorite of mine, they were of fine silk and very sensuous against 
my skin. Wordlessly | stood, slipped off the rather worse-for-wear pink ones | was wearing, and slid the black 


silk pair on. 


Bruce drew in a breath, letting his eyes travel up my body. It made me feel a little awkward; | wasn't used to 
anyone seeing me wear these things. But the look on his face was turning me on and in those panties it was 


impossible to hide. 


Bruce scooted to the edge of the bed in front of where | stood and lightly traced my obvious erection with 
the tip of his forefinger, making me gasp and twitch. He smiled quietly, then he seized me by the hips and 
pulled me to him, nuzzling his face in my silk-clad groin | thought my legs were going to give out and | almost 
fell against him. He closed his arms tightly around my hips and put his mouth over me through the silk, 
blowing hot air against my erection and making me sway against him. He caught me and spun me around to lie 
back on the bed, sitting between my outstretched legs, completely nude and very obviously excited, looking at 
me with an almost glazed look. His gaze traveled up from my groin to my face but his expression didn't change. 
He opened his mouth as if to say something but instead he leaned over me and caught me in a deep, 
passionate kiss, his hands sliding from my shoulders down my sides to my hips, grasping me and pulling me 


tightly to him. 


"OF the thousands of fantasies I've had about you," he was murmuring into my ear as he kissed my neck, 


‘nothing has ever come close to this! | can't believe we are really doing this!" 


| almost couldn't comprehend that he had been fantasizing about me for all those years as | had been 
fantasizing about him, all the times | had been thinking of him when | relived those long-ago visits to the 
pretty - boy brothels, the times, the times | had been thinking of him as | was lying in bed touching myself 
through my silk and lace. | let out a moan as | felt his hand slide across my stomach to lightly skim across my 
groin, barely touching me. | raised my hips instinctively, seeking more contact as Bruce moved down my body, 
trailing light kisses all the way, stopping at the edge of the panties. The lingerie | wear is high quality, | love the 
feel of fine fabrics against my skin, and now Bruce seemed to be enjoying it as well. He traced his fingertips 
around the waist and along the leg openings but not venturing beneath, occasionally pressing light, barely there 
kisses to my aching hard-on through the material. 


"Bruce, Bruce please." | didn't intend to speak but | couldn't seem to stop myself, "don't tease me! Touch me, | 
want you to touch mel" | was writhing against him and he smiled up at me, one hand on my stomach in an 
attempt to hold me still. Then he closed his mouth over me through the silk, saliva moistening the fabric as 


his lips moved on me, his fingers following them, still teasing but growing more urgent. 
"What do you want me to do, Jan?" he asked, his voice low and rough with desire. "What do you want?" 


In the excitement of the moment | couldn't think, let alone reply. | think | muttered something, probably telling 
him to fuck me. Bruce was kissing the flesh all around my underwear and his fingers were creeping inside the 
loose leg openings to sneak quick strokes across my balls or further back. Just as it was with the G-string, he 
didn't need to remove the panties, they were cut so there was only a thin string at each hip and he had only 
to work them aside when he finally took me. It was certain to ruin them but | didn't care, | knew now | would 


be buying many more pair, and probably some other things as well. 


When | awakened the next day | groaned and rolled on my back, aware of feeling some unfamiliar aches and 
tender areas when | moved. It took my sleepy brain a moment to remember why, then | heard a soft snore 
inches from my ear. The events of the night before flooded back in my memory and | turned my head to 
reassure myself | hadn't imagined it; | had dreamed of spending the night making love with Bruce many times 


before, after all. But this was no dream. Bruce lay sleeping close to me, his silky brown hair in disarray and his 
face darkened with stubble. | realized then that his arm was lying across my chest and that | was still wearing 


the black silk panties I'd been wearing when we made love. 


Bruce told me he loved me last night! | remembered that clearly amid the haze or arousal and the frenzied 
lovemaking. He told me he'd been in love with me for years, but | was still trying to accept that. | didn't doubt 
that he'd wanted to have sex with me for years, I'd suspected that from time to time and had even wished at 
times that he would make a move. But he hadn't made a move, not until he saw me wearing the ladies knickers. 
Yes, he told me this wasn't the reason, but | couldn't help but wonder. I'd never suspected he had that kink, 
but why shouldn't he? After all, that was how I'd got into cross-dressing myself, though I'd never even 
thought about it until the fateful night when lan took me to the transvestite whorehouse. 


| sat up carefully, not awakening Bruce. He mumbled in his sleep and rolled over, removing his arm from me, 
but didn't wake up. | sat up, moving a little gingerly, unable to go back to sleep now that | was following this 
train of thought. The question kept turning over and over in my mind: Had Bruce simply been turned on by the 
underwear or had he really meant what he said? He was seeing an American lady and | knew they were 
planning to marry. | liked her so | wasn't as devastated as I'd been when he married his first wife. And | have a 
girlfriend myself, I've been with her for a few years now. She knows that Bruce and | are close, though | doubt 
if she understands just how close. | honestly don't think she would be too troubled by it. We are what some 
people call friends with benefits, we're comfortable with what we have but it isn't remotely close to being a 
red - hot love affair. Bruce is another matter entirely, there has always been a deep bond between us, a kind 
of understanding that held strong even when months went by without contact. | looked across the bed at him. | 
don't know how | could handle it if he hadn't meant what he said. With a sigh, | got up and went to take a 


shower. 


Seven and Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter Seven 
Bruce's POV. 


| woke up slowly, feeling more complete than I've felt in years. | could tell that the bed beside me was empty 
but | heard the faint sound of the shower and | smiled, thinking of a naked Janick soaping himself beneath the 
spray. When | sat up | saw the discarded black silk panties on the floor near the bathroom door. | already had 
a morning boner but it took on a new intensity with the memory of how Janick looked in those panties. | 


wanted him again 

The bathroom was filled with steam and the scent of Jan's shampoo and | could see him through the glass 
shower doors, though he hadn't seen me enter. | opened the door and stepped in behind him, snaking my arms 
around him and nuzzling his neck. He jumped a little and turned, then laughed. 

"You trying to scare me to death?!" 

"No, I'm trying to do something else entirely." 

| pulled him to me and | knew he could feel my erection against him. Almost immediately | felt him respond and 
when | kissed him he met the kiss eagerly and | found myself astounded again at how much passion there was 
between us and how quickly it ignited. His kisses were deep and hungry and reckless and he moved his hips 
against me, but after a minute | felt him pull away. 

"Bruce, stop..." 

| was still kissing his neck, "I don't think | can stop!" 


"No, please, l.l have to know something." 


He was serious so reluctantly | drew back and looked at him. His glorious hair was wet and hanging in strands 


across his shoulders but his eyes were serious and even a little troubled. | was instantly concerned, 


"What is it, love? Whats wrong?" Inwardly | felt a strong qualm of fear: what if he was regretting last night? 
What if I'd destroyed our friendship by giving in to my desire for him? 


Both his hands were on my shoulders, "Before we... before we let this go any further | have to know how 
seriously you're taking this? | don't want to be just another one of your casual hookups. Be honest with me, 


Bruce. Please" 


Janick is usually thought of as an easygoing, fun bloke, but | knew there was a steely stubbornness in him and 
| also know he hates deception with a passion | couldn't be anything less than completely honest with him; he 


was the one person in my life | would never be able to lie to. 


"Jan," | put both hands on his face and forced him to look straight into my eyes, "You are not a casual hookup; 
you aren't a casual anything to me! Maybe | shouldn't have gotten so carried away last night, but I'm not 
sorry! I've loved you for years, Jan. | don't mean as a mate or as a friend. | mean I'm in love with youll" | 
looked at him steadily, biting my lip in indecision, because | was dying to ask him something. | finally took a 
breath and blurted it out. "| answered you honestly, now you be honest with me. lan would bring you to those 
places you told me about, but what else happened?" 


"What else?" he looked puzzled. 


He clearly didn't know what | meant so | had to be more blunt, though putting it into words made a fire of 


jealousy start to burn in my gut, "Jan, did you and lan ever fuck around together?" 


He looked at me steadily in silence for what felt like an eternity but was probably only a few seconds. "Bruce..." 
he finally began, then he broke eye contact. He didn't have to go on; | knew the answer and suddenly | realized 


it didnt matter. That was then, and this is now. | have Jan now and | was damned well going to keep him! 


"Never mind, forget | asked!" | sighed. "It's none of my business; it doesn't matter. You had no idea how badly | 
wanted you then, | can't justify being jealous." 


He stepped closer and leaned in to kiss me softly, "You're the only man | want to be with now; | can't imagine 
wanting any other bloke. But what can possibly become of this? There are other people in both our lives, 


people we can't hurt!" 


He was right, but | already know | have to be honest with my fiancée before we get married. She already 
knows I'm bisexual and that | consider Janick my closest mate. I'll have to tell her it's much more than that, 
and she will have to decide how to react to it. Gathering my thoughts, | told Jan this. "| won't marry Pad 
unless I'm completely honest with her; | can't do that. But Jan..." | stroked my thumbs across his cheekbones, "| 


don't want to give her up and | don't want to give up what we have now either." 


He was silent again and then | saw him slowly nod, "I understand. I'll be okay, as long as you don't try to deceive 


either her or me." 


"But..what about you?" | knew he had been involved with a girl for quite some time and, though he never said 


he was in love with her, they were an established couple. 


"l| suppose I'll have to do the same. I'll have to tell my girlfriend about you, and what happens then will be up 
to her." 


| relaxed a bit then and smiled. "It's the right thing to do. We have to be upfront with the women in our lives 
but I'm not going to be able to go back to just being friends with youl Not after last night” 


"And it wasn't just the underwear..." he still seemed uncertain. 


| quickly reassured him "I felt this way about you long before that! The underwear just made it impossible to 
hold back any longer. After seeing you like that | had to have you! And | have to have you again and again!" 


| visible shudder ran through his body and he closed his eyes as my hands continued to explore him. He moved 
to kiss my neck and throat and | kissed him lower and lower until all he could do was tangle his fingers in my 
hair. He wasn't wearing women's knickers now, he wasn't wearing anything at all, and still | wanted him almost 
desperately. If | believed in such things | would believe it was a kind of chemistry between us, some kind a 
physical electricity that only sparked when we touch one another, but whatever it is Janick turns me on like no 
one I've ever been with. We made love again but | noticed that he was moving a bit gingerly as he walked 
earlier so | held off on going all the way, instead concentrating on giving him the best blowjob of his life. I'd 
never told Janick about any of my encounters with men, about the occasional male groupies or the boys I'd 


known at school, but because of those times | knew what to do for Jan and he was obviously loving it. 


At the last minute he reciprocated, making me lie in a sixty-nine with him and even though he wasn't as 
experienced in this | was so turned on by then it didn't take much to get me over the top. When he reached 
his orgasm he arched completely off the bed with a small wail as | drank him down, then he collapsed with a 


small contented sigh. 

We rested, regaining our breath, then | kissed his cheek. "Jan?" 
"Mmmmm?" he murmured, smiling up at me. 

"Wear something sexy under your clothes today.” 

He giggled a little, "| usually do!" 


That was not exaggeration, as | was to discover over the following few weeks. It didn't take long to write and 
record the album and Janick stayed at my house with me during the process, which got a bit complicated 
when my fiancée, Paddy, returned from a visit to her family in America. Fortunately there were many 
opportunities for Jan and | to sneak away and we took full advantage of every moment. Telling Paddy about my 
relationship with Jan wasn't as difficult as | feared; she already knows l'm bisexual and apparently because Jan 
is aman she doesn't see him as a threat. In fact, the two of them became friends, and out of respect for her 
we didn't fool around while she was in the house. l'm not sure how things went when Jan talked to his 


girlfriend about us. | don't know her well, she's not from the music world and not an especially outgoing woman, 


but | know he did tell her about me and the two of them are still together so evidently she adjusted to the 


situation. 


We quickly put plans for a tour in motion to promote the album, and the rest is, as they say, history. Looking 
back at footage taken of our performances | don't understand how we got away with it; sometimes Jan and | 
were so blatantly sexual onstage it was all we could do to keep from ripping one another's clothes off right in 


front of everyone. Andy and Fabio, our bassist and drummer, knew what was going on; how could they not? 


Jan's collection of lingerie grew with every stop we made and almost every night he had something new to 
model for me. Often just as we were waiting in the wings to go onstage he would lean close and whisper in my 
ear "I'm wearing the red lace G-string tonight!" and | would be so distracted throughout the performance that 
| don't know how | held it together. Knowing that he was mere feet from me and that beneath his jeans he was 
wearing something skimpy and delicate nearly drove me insane. Though the others knew about our relationship, 
no one ever learned of Jan's penchant for women's underthings and | was glad. That information was my secret 


and mine alone - l'm not even sure his girlfriend knows. 


| was genuinely sorry when the Millionaire tour ended. | couldn't bear to think of not having Jan every night, | 
was totally and completely addicted to making love with him and | was more deeply in love with him than ever, 
but all good things come to an end. | was a right bastard for weeks, then something happened to snap me out 
of my funk. Adrian announced he was quitting the band. We knew he was feeling stifled, no one understood that 
better than |, but his announcement came as a shock nevertheless and suddenly the hunt was on for a 


replacement guitarist. 


Obviously, | wanted Jan. But | couldn't very well say anything, could |? Everyone in the band knew we had been 
close mates for years, though they didn't know how close. Luckily, Jan was mates with them all and Nicko 
came to the rescue, throwing Jan's name out at a meeting. Steve knows Jan is a brilliant guitarist so we called 
him in He got the position immediately, of course. | think the only person surprised by the selection was Jan 
himself. He was so stunned that he didn't realize until later what | realized immediately - we would be together 


again. Rehearsing, recording, touring together and of course sleeping together every chance we got. 


It wasn't until a few days later that Jan and | had a chance to get together for a quiet pint without the 

others around. Though he knew most of our material he had only casually jammed with the others before so 
now he plunged into some intense serious rehearsing. He loved it, of course, but between that and his moving 
permanently to London we hadn't had any alone time. We finally met up late one night at a pub not far from 


where we'd been rehearsing and to celebrate we both got royally pissed. 


Let's go to yours, mate," | suggested when the landlord eventually called time. All night | had been imagining 
what he might be wearing under those skinny black jeans. The black lace G-string? Maybe the blue panties 
with the little red bows? Hell, | even dared to hope he was wearing suspenders and lacey stockings; he 
sometimes did because he knew they made a complete wreck of me. 


He stood a little shakily but shook his head, "| don't want to go home yet. Besides, the girlfriend is there and 


she'll be talking my ear off about arranging furniture and whatever." 


My wife was in America so | decided we would go to my house instead and | led him to my car, my hand on 
his elbow as he was a bit unsteady. Jan can hold his beer better than any man | know but we'd been knocking 
back tequila and he'd had a few more than me. As soon as | got him in the car though | grabbed him and 
pulled him across the seat into my lap. 


‘It's been weeks, luv. Thank god there will be no more of that; we can be together anytime we want now!" | 


kissed him, a bit roughly perhaps but | was tipsy and horny and had been thinking about this for days. 
He pulled back a bit blearily, "Umm. | don't think that's a good idea" 
| was busy trying to kiss his neck and not really listening, "What's not?" 


"Us. You know, you and me together. Maiden isn't like the band we had on Millionaire; they're not going to be so 
understanding as Dickie or Fabio or Andy." 


| forced myself to rein in my libido and tried to focus on what he was saying, "What are you talking about, 


Jan? This will be Millionaire all over again, only this time it isn't going to end after a few months!" 


"It could end permanently if | get kicked out of the band" Drunk or not, | could tell he was serious and | felt 


frustration and no small amount of anger welling up in me. 


"Goddamn it, that's not going to happen! Are you just using this as an excuse not to fuck around? If that's it, 
just say sol" I'd been a little miffed when | found out that his girlfriend had moved down to London with him 
and that anger returned now too. | pushed him back into the passenger seat and angrily started the car. "I'm 


fucking taking you home, then!" 


Jan didn't answer right away and | drove him to Hounslow in an angry silence, stealing sideways glances at him 
all the way. He sat stiffly staring out the window and | didn't realize until we'd pulled up in front of his house 
that he had tears on his face. He made a grab at the door handle but | seized his wrist. 


"Jan, what's wrong with you? | thought...well, | thought this was the answer to all of our problems!" 


He shook his head, obviously searching for a way to explain, “Bruce, this is Iron Maiden. This is the biggest 
band I've ever been a part of! | won't have another chance like this and you know it. We can't risk being caught 


fooling around now! | don't want to blow it!" 


"So that's it, then! You think you have to choose the band or me, and you're obviously choosing the bard! Fine, 
then! Fuck you. Get out of my car!" | was still horny and drunk and angry but beneath it all | was hurt. Very 
hurt. This was my Janick, we were in the same band now, we could be together at last, but now he's pushing 


me away. He got out of the car so fast he nearly tripped on the curb and | squealed my tires as | pulled away. 


| didn't go straight home. No one was there anyway and | was too upset to even think about sleeping. | drove 


for hours, driving out of the city and out onto the secondary roads until long after the sun came up and 
started burning through the mist. We had a heavy schedule of rehearsals not only to get Jan up to speed on 
the material but to polish up the material for the next album and prep for a tour. | didn't feel | needed to be 
at these sessions, at the moment we were focusing on meshing Jan and Dave's guitar styles and | saw no need 
for my vocals at the moment but Steve insisted | be present so | eventually showed up, almost two hours 


late, physically and emotionally exhausted, and in a horrible mood. 


| felt Jan's eyes on me as soon as | walked in. Steve was on the phone at the moment so | ignored him and 


walked straight over to where Jan and Davey were sitting. 
"We need to talk." | didn't beat around the bush. 
Jan refused to meet my eyes, "We've got to work out these transitions..." 


"Later! C'mon” | grabbed his shoulder and hauled him to his feet, but he shook me off. 


"Bruce," he hissed, looking quickly over to where Steve was now scribbling things down on a notepad. "we've got 


a lot of work to do. Can't this wait?" 


"No! In fact its not going to wait another second." | grabbed the sleeve of his denim jacket then strode over 


and snatched the notebook from Steve's hands, leaving a jagged ink mark where his pen was in mid-lyric. 
"Bruce, wot the fuck.." he started. 

"Everyone, come here. This is important" | gestured to Nicko and Dave to come over as well. | kept my voice 
moderated because there were techs about and some other personnel and they didn't need to hear; this was 
for the band members only. 

"Wot the fuck is this about Bruce?" Steve demanded. 


"Is about Jan" | saw Jan's eyes go wide and a look of trepidation come into them. "He's one of us now, right?" 


"Of course he is. That's all settled, Bruce. Can we get back to work now?" Steve was impatient but | saw 


curiosity on Nicko's face and something like a knowing look in Dave's eyes. 


"Just a minute. | want to get this straight for once and for all. Jan is our guitarist and no matter what; he's 


one of the band, right?" 
"Of course!" 


| looked straight at Jan but | directed my words at Steve, "And it doesn't matter what any of us do in our 
personal lives as long as it doesn't affect the band?" 


Steve sighed tiredly, "Wot are ye getting at, Bruce?" | could tell he thought | was being overly dramatic; he 
knew that Jan wasn't a druggie and that was the only thing we all knew he wouldn't stand for. But what | was 


about to say wouldn't have entered his mind. 


| locked my eyes on Jan. "Just this. I've known Jan longer than any of you and there's something | want you all 
to know right now. | love him. By that | mean, I'm in love with him. We're in love and that is not going to 
change. If this is going to cause a problem in the bana, I'll be the one to leave, not Jan Am | making myself 
clear?" | looked at each of them now, holding their gaze. 


Jan's jaw dropped and he got a hunted look in his eyes, which made me quail inwardly. Nicko looked surprised, 
Davey was almost smiling, but Steve returned my look for several seconds before speaking. | could read 


nothing from his expression. 
"Can you swear that this will not affect the band?" he finally spoke, his voice low and serious. 


| nodded, then looked at Jan. He looked completely speechless and | knew he wasn't happy about my putting this 
all out in the open this way but after thinking about it all night | saw no other way. | reached out and took his 
hand, hoping like hell he wouldn't reject my touch in front of everyone. He didn't. After a moment | saw him 
nod too. 


There were long minutes of gobsmacked silence, then Steve spoke. "Right, then, | don't see a reason to discuss 


this anymore. Neither of you are leaving the band. Now, lets get back to work" 


Epilogue 
Current Day 
Janick's POV 


| was at my home up north when the phone call came. I'd been stuck up there for weeks thanks to this fucking 
virus, and now they've canceled the entire summer's tour. | was devastated - it was like pulling a rug out 
from under me and letting me fall flat on my face. | live to tour, to perform, and it would be an entire year 
before | could be on a stage again. To make matters worse, Bruce was living in France with that..that woman 
and he, too, was forced to stay in place so we hadn't had more than a few hurried phone calls in months. | 


thought things couldn't get any worse. 


| was wrong. I'd just returned from a swim in my indoor pool and was in the bedroom changing when my mobile 
rang. My heart leaped when | saw Bruce's familiar number and | snatched it up, my fingers slipping beneath my 
jeans to finger the waistband of the semi-transparent purple panties I'd just put on, knowing Bruce would ask 
what | was wearing and hoping that by some chance his ..companion was out of earshot and maybe we could 


have a quick session of phone sex. 


That hope was soon dashed and | stared at the phone in disbelief when he spoke. No! | refused to accept it! 
How could Paddy be dead?! Bruce's voice was shaking and he said he couldn't talk long but that he wanted me 


to know before it hit the news. After he hung up | just stood there in disbelief. We had all been outwardly 

understanding when Bruce and Paddy split but | think everyone associated with Maiden thought that this thing 
with Bruce and the so-called "superfan" was just a passing thing; that Paddy would work out her issues and he 
would go back to her and everything would be as its been for the past 30 years. Everything would go back to 


normal. But it seems there is no normal anymore. And | can't even be with Bruce to console him. 


My wife passed by in the hallway and | called out to her through the open door. She came in and saw the look 
on my face but before she could ask what happened, | hugged her. Life is too short. 
~End~ 


